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"You have a fancy for him?"
"A fancy!" she cried scornfully. "It is not a
fancy, it is a grande passion.9'
Leonidas smiled.
"It will pass."
"It will do nothing of the sort," she declared
angrily, "and what do you know about it, anyway?
Why are you staying here worrying me when I wish
you to leave me alone?"
He was silent for a moment. With a faint smile
upon his lips he seemed to be considering some
weighty problem. Carlotta became suddenly uneasy.
"Go away! I cannot bear you anywhere near me.
Something about you frightens me."
"I am sorry," he sighed. "You will get over that.
I will go now but you will see me again soon."
He turned away with a strange, almost graceful
little gesture of farewell. He seemed to walk with a
new spring, to have acquired a new spirit of youth.
Against her will Carlotta raised her eyes and
watched him as he disappeared down the path which
led through the pine-trees to the other bungalows.
When Granet drove up a few minutes later he
found Carlotta leaning forward in her chair, her
elbows upon her knees, her face half-covered with
her hands, weeping hysterically. She jumped im-
petuously to her feet and stopped short. Granet's
attitude towards her was certainly not encouraging*
"What are you doing here, Carlotta?"
"Waiting for you," she sobbed,
"What on earth are you in this condition for?